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suggest it as a subject well worth the exercise of your brain,
and calculated amply to repay any research you may bestow
upon it.

So far as Scriptural evidence is concerned, did I but possess
ability to do justice to the subject, I dare take my stand on it
against the world in defending her perfect equality. And it is
because I am persuaded that no honest, unprejudiced investiga-
tion of the sacred volume can give perpetuity to the mere as-
sumptions and false notions which have gained currency in
society on this subject, that I so earnestly commend it to your
attention. I have such confidence in the nobility of your nature
that I feel certain neither prejudice nor custom can blind you
to the truth, if you will once turn attention to the matter.

That woman is, in consequence of her inadequate education,
generally inferior to man intellectually, I admit. But that she
is naturally so, as your remarks seem to imply, I see no cause
to believe. I think the disparity is as easily accounted for as
the difference between woman intellectually in this country and
under the degrading slavery of heathen lands. No argument,
in my judgment, can be drawn from past experience on this
point, because the past has been false in theory and wrong in
practice. Never yet in the history of the world has woman
been placed on an intellectual footing with man. Her training
from babyhood, even in this highly-favoured land, has hitherto
been such as to cramp and paralyse rather than to develop and
strengthen her energies, and calculated to crush and wither her
aspirations after mental greatness rather than to excite and
stimulate them. And even where the more directly depressing
influence has been withdrawn, the indirect and more powerful
stimulus has been wanting.

A few months older than William Booth and his superior
in intellectual force, Catherine Mumford was his junior in
spiritual experience, and at that time his inferior in person-
ality. He lacked the culture which she brought to him
with a fervent admiration for his rugged, rock-hewn
strength; she lacked that boundless depth of self-sacrificing
love, that wide and overflowing ocean of yearning, pitying,
human affection which was the gift he brought to her, and
the human influence which made her in after years " the
Mother of the Army." One would say that while Catherine
Mumford's tendency might have been towards a central
anxiety concerning the condition of her own soul, William
Booth's obvious path of development was towards a central
anxiety for the souls of all mankind. Catherine Mumford,